Girlhood in the Germany of the Kaiser
be allowed to stay alone was all I would have wanted
to ask for if I had only dared !
My parents decided that I did not choose the right
kind of friends and companions. The children of
the wealthier families were as stiff as I was supposed
to be. and therefore did not interest me. Those
with whom I could romp happened to be girls of
the less well-to-do families, most of them poor students.
But I deeply disliked the orderly pastimes of other
gurls. When my sisters' friends came, I always tried
to escape their games. How much better it was to
steal away to one of the attics, unseen by anybody.
There I knew of big boxes of books, some classics,
and the whole collection of the Gartenlaube> a family
magazine of fiction that must have been fascinating,
for I would forget to return to the lower floors until
the coming twilight reminded me that it was time
to stop. I liked the attics for other reasons. There
Texplored old costumes of my mother's, old furniture
of the family, and many other old things that might
serve for masquerade purposes, though the opportunity
never came. If I heard a noise, I vanished into
one of the big boxes and would not move. Often
I heard them calling me, but I never betrayed my
retreat.
Once, on a summer vacation, my parents sent me
with my older sister and my brother to the Black
Forest, where we stayed with relatives on a farm.
For the first time I enjoyed liberty. Although I
was only nine years old, I wrote my parents that
I wanted to stay there and go to school in a near-by
town. Of course they would not allow me to do
this. When I came home, mother asked me, "Do